The Rimers nevy Trimming. 


Totiictune of, In Sommer tune. 


* 


7 5 Wee 


A imer ot late ina Barbezs Mop, 
ſate by fo2 a trimming, to teke his lot: 
Being minded with mirch vatill his turne came, 
to dʒiue aa the time, he thus began. 


Dou barbarous Shauers that nimbly trim 
with Diſſoꝛ s # Raſoz. and handling the Combe: 
Hout tubbing. pour bzufhing, your Ball. # Baſon, 
diſplayes pour fining of cach one in faſhion, 


Dou are no Billers, but poulers th Cate, 
and ſtill are haning foꝛ what you can ſcrape : 
Byexcrementall Fees pou purchaſe Pelte, 

and waſh from others; but keepe to your ſelfe, 


Your abuſtae Balles pon clap in ont eyes, 
making vs wincke whillt you make vp your p2ize 

With bobbing sur Lips, & pullings by the Noſe, 
and after to flip vs th mouth with pour Cloths, 


eAith pour Liquo? ſo hot, you often doe ſcald, 
x oft to pour hands comes Crowns that arc bald; 
The moꝛe that you clip them, the thinner they are, 
and tis fo2 pour pꝛoſit they looſe their Hap2e. 


You frizzell,you currell your long aire & Locks 
turns vp the!r Doutchatos. luifled with Por: 
Rub them with Duſk-ball, + ſpzinkle Roſe-water 
the ſnap of pour Finger then followes after. 


Your pu'ling out Teeth. oꝛ ſtopping the hollow, 
pour ſkill to ceaſe paine, being but ſhallow, 
Making ſhew of a cure with a Maſticke plaiſter, 


Good friend (quoth hee) F would be knowng, 


| to knowledge is mp ltuing. now let be ſhowne 


Thy — in ſhauing lo ot my Face, 


that a map not ſtayne it to my diſgrace, 


Foz ſuch comp mp J come in that will erp, 
it chey can ue it with Uermiltan die: 
Oz dach me out ot countenance bp actian: 
where toe put me in the molt ame les faſhion, 


| Feare it not then good ſtr, (quoth the Barboz:) 

| Bop giue me hither a Ball that will larther, 

Jud pound thoſe p2ectous gums fo duſts; 
poputing to (mall Co ale in a Pan all ruſty, 


The Voy ſtraight about his buſineſſe hies. 

Nam dit. ſaies the Barbe s, ker pe cloſe pour tyts 
Fo this Bail will pꝛooue lomewbat tart, 

and twill dilquiet you much to feele them (mart, 


| 
Duickly Bop, bzing mp varniſhing Ball, 
Veere ſir, and giues him the Coales veaten ſma!! 
Quich over his Face he duſteth full thicke, 

| and rubs him with Sope, che better to ſlicke. 


Being about his bulines : fir (quoth the Berboz,) 
this Gall tech welt ſcomze, and calc my lab. 

| And though hete nredes no dying with Cloaths, 

yet I muſt be familiar to pull you by chi Noſe, 


iDauing done his crplopt,made a great ſmoake, 
and vnder the Chapze let; being ready ta choake; 
The Rimer vp role. and fooꝛth of dooꝛes flung, 


they ſuatching off the Clothes en him that hung, 


Ind being gon out betawbed and neared, 
the people outed, Bopes on hm 2rcd ; 
be wondꝛing at their laughing, chargheehts faneur 


they li pour chaire riſiag a leg they ſcrape alter 


Haning thus paſſed their time in pꝛating, 8 

the Chaire became emp: y be his turne taking: 
To be trim ned, into what faſhtan oz cut 

(quoth che Barbo2) will it pleale you to be put 


was very pleaſing,that moaucÞ luci laughter. 


Aud ſeeing the Smoake ceaſed, went backe againe, 


| with troupes following at his hee!25 amaive: 


The doze was ſhut.but at the (tndow a Glaſſe 
was let ofpurpoſec to ſhew him his Face, 


{hich bee perceiumg. did ſweare end rave, 
quo'ch Barboz, you are trimd like arumiag kna ue 
Your quality is awdactous and bale: 
now you hauing got a Tizard to your Face, 


here next you are trimde. be not foo bold, 
with ſcalding, and ſcrapingznaw you are pould: 
Leaſt they noch your noddle, & ſpoyſe pour cuming: 
and ſo much good doe you with your ttimming. 
FINIS. 


Imprimed at London for J. Langley. 
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+ \peatiat Song, aude oy a Souldicr, whoſe bringing vp had bin dainty. 
ad partiv ted by thoſe affections of his vnbridied youth, is now beaten 
with his owne rod, and therefore rearmeth this His repentance, 
the fall of bis folly, Tothe ture of Calino. 
But in the end He did gre, 
to marre what ſhe had done befoze 


Icoridno ſooner crepe alone, 
But he fozſoke her foftred child, 
badi (and to line bpon, 
but d abroad the wozlid ſo wild. 
At len. J fell in company, 
Klit! ant pouths of Mars his traine, 
Jip o life in tcoperdy, 
ant me labour ſoz my patne. 


J vs on the fiened welles, 

Intbu der lig eniog raine, and \ſnoty, 

And oft in hoc poweꝛed halls, 
whoſecoſt!y mat hes ore pet to ſhom, 

When all wy kindzed toke their reſt, 

At home in manp a lately bed: 

The ground and pauement was mp nef, 

7 my Flalke a pulow fc; mp head. 

. — 7} mecte wes ſuch es J could finde, 

N Sommer time when Phœbus tapes, 2s Rates and Bearbeg of ſundty ſozts: 
Dip cherte each moztaill mans delight, Which did content my hyngrp mind, 

Incr:aſing of the chcareſnll dapes, aithough my commons were but ſhozf 
and cutting off the darkeſome night. My powder ſerued to lait mp meate, 

Aben Nature bzonght fozth everything, Py mur ren fo; a gilden tup, 

Vy inſt returne ot April ſhowers: Ahetein lach ortake as J could get, 

Co make the pleaſant bzanches ſpzing, in lp. ditch, J dranke it vp. 
of lundꝛy ſozts of hearbs and flower: ꝙy Kapieralwaies * mp ſide, 

It was my chance to walke abzoad. Pp pete lay char ith match alight; 

To view Dame Hatures newcome bzod: Thus many a tn1-...y did abide, 

Zhe pꝛetty Birds did lap on load, to ward all day, and watch all night, 


with ſugred tunes in euerp wod. Alined in this glozious vaine, 
The gallant Nightingale did ſet, Until my limmes were Niffe and lame 


Her ſpeckled bzeſt againſt a Dzyer, And then J got me home againe, 
Abole wofnll tunes bewaples as pet, regarding net (\nch coſtip fame. 
der bzo!her Tercus foule defire. When I came home, made a pzofe 


Tde Serpents having caſt their coates, What friends would do if ne&d ſhould be 
Lapliſtning how the Birds did ſing; Mp nereſt kins(o!kes ld alote, 
The petty birds with ſogred notes, as though they hav fozgotten me. 

did welcome in the plealant Spzing: And as the Owle by chattring charmes, 
7 drew me to the Crevewod live, Is wondzed at of other Birds, 


To heare this countrey harmonp, So came thep wondzing at my harmes, 
CMyercas ere long J had eſpide, | and peeld me no re!ecte but wozds. 

a wekull man in miſery. Cong doe want when they haue Koze, 
De tap along vpon the ground, Chat am their 6quall enaery wap: 
And to the heavens becat his epe: Dut foztune lent them ſomewhat moze, 


© be bo2dering hils and dales reſound, elſe had J beene as god as thep. 
the Ccchoes of his pittious cry. Come gentle Death and end mp griefe, 


De wailing ſoze, and ſightng, ſaid, Pe pꝛetty Birds ring fozth my knell: 
O beauen, what endleſſe griefe daue 3? Let Robia red bzef be the chleke, 
Why are my ſozrowes thus delaid? to bury me, andd ſo farewell. 


come therefoze death and let me dye. et no god Seuldler be diſmaide, 
When Nature firſt had made my frame, Co fight in field with coacage bold. 
1nd let me lot when the dad done: Pet marke the ws2ds that J baut ſa(y, 


Steps Foztune in that fickle Dame, truſt nat to ſctends wben thon art old. 
to end what Nature had began, FINIS. 
— —— 2rin:tcd at London for Tohn Wright 


And blatt my tender age with Noze ; 


